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Frederick the Great

were incomparable. They were face to face with
Frenchmen, of old the scorners of the German race,
which they were wont to conquer by their arms and
to corrupt by their example. Now these invaders
were laden with the spoils of Thuringia. Insolent and
infatuated, they were too proud to see among them-
selves defects which were patent to Prussian eyes.
It was little wonder that Frederick's veterans shared
the ardour of their King. " The spirit of the soldiers
was remarkable/' noted Mitchell when they came to
Leipzig. " They did not complain of fatigue, not-
withstanding of the long marches, but desired to be
led out immediately, and murmured on being ordered
to quarters."

Three days later their desire was gratified. On
the last day of October, 1757, Frederick was at
Weissenfels on the Saale, checked for the moment
because the enemy burned the bridge in his face and
held the line of the river against him. His road
from Leipzig had led him across the dismal plain
where Charles XIL held for a moment the fate of
Europe in his hand, past the granite slab which
marks the spot where a greater King of Sweden fell
at the head of his men. The region is memorable
in history, but the deed which would have been
most notable of all was averted. At Weissenfels,
tradition says, Frederick owed his life to the chivalry
of a French officer who forbade an artilleryman to
pick him off.

The French and Imperialists gave up the line of
the Saale, joined forces, and took up a strong posi-
tion in the undulating country to the west. On